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My face and my* hands are burned                        80

By the lovely sun of the acres ;

Three months of London town

And thy birth-bed have bleached them indeed,

* But lo, where the edge of the gown *

(So said thy father) * is parting                               85

The wrist that is white as the curd

From the brown of the hand that I love,

Bright as the wing of a bird.'

Such is thy mother, 0 firstling,

Yet strong as the maidens of old,                           90

Whose spears and whose swords were the warders

Of homestead, of field and of fold.

Oft were my feet on the highway.

Often they wearied the grass ;

From dusk unto dusk of the summer                       95

Three times in a week would I pass

To the downs from the house on the river

Through the waves of the blossoming corn.

Fair then I lay down in the even,

And fresh I arose on the morn,                             100

And scarce in the noon was I weary.

Ah, son, in the days of thy strife,

If thy soul could but harbour a dream

Of the blossom of my life !

It would be as the sunlit meadows                        105

Beheld from a tossing sea,

And the soul should look on a vision

Of the peace that is to be.

Yet, yet the tears on my cheek!

And what is this doth move                                  110

My heart to thy heart, beloved,

Save the flood of yearning love ?